IRUN AND SAN SEBASTIAN
remember, who was lying by the riverside next to the ford;
he had apparently crept there wounded in the heat of the
day to get some water and had been struck down by a
machine-gun bullet. The wounded had already all been
evacuated.
It was a strange scene Bullets and shells were coming
down the road in bursts from Behobia, while the school
house winch was burning fiercely threw a fitful light on
the fifty engineers who were toiling with sandbags, at
work on the mine crater, making a good job of it this time.
The roadway would be ready for to-morrow, but its failure
to-day, which held up the armoured cars, had delayed
operations at a vital moment.
Then there came one of those periods of procrastination
and hesitancy which have been so frequent throughout the
war. The Nationalist high command, seriously concerned
at the volume of machine-gun fire and the certain heavy
losses if their troops were again to be sent to the assault
of thousands of yards of steep, sloping, scrub-covered
country, decided to send for heavy artillery and to hoist
six-inch guns on the hills beyond Enderlarza before con-
tinuing their attacks In the meantime, however, two
night attacks were directed from the farther slopes on
Fort San MarciaL The attacking columns were guided by
Carlists who knew every inch of the ground, and we who
lay in the maize fields by the river bank could tell by the
sound of the firing what progress was being made. The
noise was terrific at first, but it then began to die down,
veering far off to the right. A Carhst captain sitting
beside me on the ground, said, "It is all over, the HI was
too steep, and they are being driven back." He was right;
some slight progress had been registered on the top of
the ridge, but the Red barricades and blockhouses in the
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